5 % irhe T'ragedy of O tliello 

Caf. No, for I holdhi® vnworthy of his place, that doe* thefe 
things well, Hcauen’s abooe all, and there bee foulesthat amfthec 
&aed* 

Jag. ItistruegoodLeiutenant. 

Caf For mine ownc part, no offence to the Generall,nor any mu) 

of quallityi I hope to bs iaued . 

Jag, AndfodoelLeiatenant. . 

Caf. I but by your leaue. nor before me ; the Leiatenaot is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af. 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufineffe ; 
doe notthinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient,this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : I ana nor drunke now,! can ftand 
well cnongh,and fpeakc well enough. 

Excellent well. , • i . i. t 

Caf. Why very well then s you mull not thinke then, that lara 

drunke. , , r l . i. 

fjt/on. To the plotforme mafters. Conse,let.s let the watch. 

lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a ''ouldier fit to Itand by Cafar, ^ 

And giue direiflion ; and doe bat fee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a iwft equinox, 

The one as long as th’other ; tis pitty of him, ^ 

’I fearc the ttuft OtheHo put him in, • 

On fome odde time; of his infirmity. 

Will {hake this 111 and. 

AJok. But is he often thus. 

Jag. Tis eaermore the Prologue to his fleepe ; 

Het’iC watch the borolodge a double fee, 

Ifdriukerocke not his cradle. ^ . 

Men. T’werc well the Generali were put in minde ot Wj. 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the vertuc that appeares in O’fefo, 

Andiookesnotonhiseuills :isnotthistrue? 

laa. Hovt novt Rederigo, RodengO* 

T nrav YOU after the Lciutenant.goc. £j?»rRod. 

And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fccond^ , 

Wit^ ingraft infirmity » jj 
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tke Moore of Venice. 

Tt were an honeft aftion to fay fb torhe Mdorei. 

lag. Not I, for this faire Ifland : 

I doe iouc Caftio well, and would doc much, ’ " JSTfl 
To cure himof this euill : but harke,what noyle. 


Emer Cafsio, drifting in Rodcrigo. 

Caf. You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mfit. What’s the matter Leiutenant ^ 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty ; but liebeatc the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod, Beareme? ' 

Caf Doft thou prate rogue? 

A/on, Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your band. 

Caf Let me goe fir, or He knock you ore the tnazzard. 

Afo». Come,come,you are drunke. 

Caf Drnnke? fluffy fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out, and cry a muteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s* will Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant : Sir, Motaanio, fir. 

Helps mailers, beer’s a goodly watch indeed : A bti rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The T ©wne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You willbe Iham’d for euer. 


Enter Othello , Gentlemen mthVseafons, 


Oth. What’s the matter hecre ? 

Mon, I bleed llillj am hurt to the death, he faints, 

Oth. Hold/or your Hues. 

Hold,hoidLciutenanr,fir J/fl«r(*»w,Gentlcnacn, 
Haue you forgot a!! place ot fence, and duty : 

Hold,the Generali fpeakt'S to you } hold;hold,for Ihatne. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this .? 
Are we^ur’nd T nrkfSy and toour felues doe that. 
Which Heauen has fo; bid theOttamites : 

For C hriftian lhame,put by this barbarous bra wle j 
He that fiirrcs next, to cai ue for his owne rage. 

Holds bis foule light, he dies vpon his motieu * 



